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First-Time Customer 


Author's Notes: 
| just felt the urge to write something about Charlotte and Dave. Got the idea after hearing the line "he was 
no more than a baby then," in Stevie Nicks' Edge of Seventeen, and thought, what was Dave doing at that age? 


Aha, he was visiting prostitutes in London, of course. 


Charlotte's noon appointment was knocking - or tapping, actually - on the door. 


"Be with you in a minute," she called out, plugging in the string of multicolored fairy lights over the bed and 
flipping the switch to "blink." 


During off hours, Charlotte's modest-sized room was conventional, verging on dreary. The brownish floral- 
patterned walls and low ceiling did nothing to suggest that anything unseemly went on there. But when it came 
time to entertain a client, anytime of day, she made it twinkle and glow like a pinball machine. 


Please, not another nasty troll, she hoped. Or a bloke who takes a fucking hour to blow his pathetic wad With a 


quick shimmy she pulled off her camisole and spread apart the sides of her nightie to expose her teacup-sized 
breasts. 


Charlotte dimmed the overhead light and opened the door. It was a fresh-faced good-looking kid with long hair, 
standing there and staring at her. Mostly at her tits. When his eyes finally met hers, he smiled and uttered a 
polite "Hello." 

"Come in, sweetie," she said, welcoming him with a tilt of her head. "Pleased to meet you." 

"You too. What's your name?" 

"Chaaarlotte," she replied, drawing out the first syllable to twice its usual length. 

"Really?" he sniffed. "Your real name." 

‘Charlotte's my real name," she lied, but not before rolling her eyes a little. "And what do they call you, cutie?" 
‘I'm Dave," he replied softly, a wave of blond hair hiding half his face. 

"Arn how old are you, Dave, sweetheart?" she asked, wondering if he was nervous, or shy. 

"Eighteen," he replied, fists plunged deep into the pockets of his faded jeans. "How old are you.. Charlotte?" 

She shook her head coyly. "Let's just say l'm a wee bit older than you, Dave." At 21, she felt irretrievably 
ancient, but never let on to customers how old she was. They really didn't want or need to know. "Sit down 
with me over here and make yourself comfortable." She patted a spot on the bed and he came to her, neither 
hurrying nor dallying. 

His handsome roundish face was clear of spots, with a hint of patchy stubble above his upper lip and around 
his jaw. He didn't seem too experienced in the art of small talk, so she decided to initiate. "Now, is a bloke your 
age out on your own, or still livin’ at home with mum and dad?" she inquired. 

"No," he answered, jutting his chin forward slightly. "Ive had a flat with a mate for a few months now." 


"Oh, that's sweet. Just the two of you lads pottering around the flat? No girlfriends?" 


"He's got a girlfriend.. my mate Paul does, | mean. She stays over sometimes. | had a girlfriend for a little 


while. Her name was Sophie. But we broke up." 


It was then that Charlotte noticed that her new customer had a slight lisp, as if his tongue and teeth had 
never quite been able to agree on what needed to go where in order to create proper "s" sounds, each 
attempt resulting in a soft and rather adorable mushy hiss. Along with the amusement fluttering in her 
stomach, she felt a twisted desire to hear him make that sound again. 


"You look like a musician," she observed. The long hair was a giveaway. So were his hands, large but graceful. 
"| play the guitar," Dave confirmed with a nod of his head. 
That particular sentence didn't contain any "s" sounds, Charlotte noted with some disappointment. 


Well, perhaps she ought to just cut to the chase. If she wanted to hit her goal of thirty pounds before tea 
time, she'd need to get through at least two more johns. "It's five quid for a blowjob, fifteen for a shag." 


Instead of speaking the words out loud, Dave simply reached into his back pocket to retrieve a folded five- 
pound note he'd no doubt been keeping there for this very purpose. His light blue eyes gleamed with mischief, 


focusing on her breasts as he delivered his payment to her. 
"Can | touch your tits, too?" Dave politely asked. 


Charlotte usually didn't permit clients to touch her at the lowest rate, but found herself replying, "Sure, 


sweetie, go ahead." 


His warm hand covered her breast and pushed it upward, then his thumb started to rub back and forth 
across her nipple - back and forth, back and forth, until it was hard as a pebble. 


"Mmm, very nice," she encouraged. 


Having agreed to let him touch both, Charlotte wasn't surprised when Dave reached out his spare hand to paw 
her other breast. His playful fingers stroked and squeezed, pinching and pulling on her nipples, grabbing as 
much tit flesh as he could. The look of genuine delight on his shiny face made her smile despite the fact that 


he was leaving faint red marks on her skin. 


As he groped her, she noticed his chest start to rise and fall more rapidly. He had the naturally slender body 
of a teenager, bony elbows and lean muscular arms. Could probably eat an entire tub of ice cream for supper 
every night and not gain an ounce, she imagined. As he leaned back against the pillows at the head of the bed, 
she touched his stomach through his plain white t-shirt, scrunching up the fabric with her fingers to expose 
a strip of skin almost as pale as his shirt. Rarely did she feel such impulses with a customer, but she was 
oddly fascinated and wanted to touch him. Her hands traveled higher, into the tight space between his shirt 
and skin where his body heat had accumulated. Charlotte was surprised to find a patch of fuzzy hair in the 
center of his chest; the rest of him looked so smooth and boyish. 


Underneath Dave's bellybutton a thin trail of hair led down and widened just before disappearing behind the 
waistband of his jeans. And below that was a large cock-shaped bulge straining to be released. 


‘Can | help you with this, sweetie?" she asked, kneading his cock a little through his jeans and watching him 
arch his back in pleasure. "Might be more comfortable to get this big monster out in the open" 


Dave nodded, his hips pushing up to meet her hand. His mouth dropped open slightly as she leaned into his lap 
and gently bit down on his cock through his jeans. 


"Uhh," he sighed. 


Slowly Charlotte pulled open his zipper and reached inside to free Dave's cock. It had grown so hard down his 
right pant leg that she had to use some force to ease it out. But then there it was, rock hard and bobbing in 


the air impressively. 


Charlotte had seen her fair share of knobs over the years, but this one warranted special consideration. Not 
that it was gigantically long, but it was perfectly straight, with a healthy pinkish hue, and as fat as a 
cucumber. His foreskin had slid almost all the way back, exposing a smooth shiny head with a clear drop of 
precum already dribbling eagerly down the side. 


"You like having girls suck your beautiful cock for you?" 

"Yeah," Dave replied earnestly, smiling. "A lot of birds don't like to do it though." 

She could feel his pulse thumping away in his dick as she held it in her hand - his heart was beating very fast. 
"Well those girls don't know what they're missing.’ 


Dave shuddered as she slowly sucked the head of his smooth young cock into her mouth and swirled her 
tongue around it. A touch of saltiness at the tip, but very clean, she thought. With her stiffened tongue 
pressing against the underside, she took a few more inches into her wet mouth and started to slide it in and 


out. 
‘Ohhh. That feels really good," Dave moaned. 


He was in her mouth for only about ten seconds before Charlotte heard his breathing deepen, another twenty 
or thirty and his thighs tensed and began to tremble. When she heard him make a sudden urgent noise, she 
felt how helpless he was under her power. She might be just a whore, but she could turn any man into a 
quivering, desperate creature and she was proud of it. It was a turn-on, no doubt about it. Well alright, she 
thought, the faster this one comes, the sooner | can get on with it. 


Dave's cock pulsed, unleashing its first gush of cum into Charlotte's mouth. She was taken aback by the sheer 
volume of gooey liquid that quickly flooded her mouth. But it was warm and sweet and she swallowed it down 
like a mouthful of vanilla custard. Spurt after spurt, it just kept coming, along with a series of little groans. As 
many other men were also in the habit of doing, Dave planted his hand across the back of her head and 


pushed down, not wanting to lose any of the contact on his dick until.. every.. last.. squirt.. was... out. 


"Charlotte?" Dave finally asked, panting as if he'd just walked up a steep hill. 


"Yes, sweetheart?" 
"Did you enjoy that?" He sounded genuinely curious. 


She gave some variation on her usual pat response to such a question - Ah, it was wonderful, sweetie - but 


truthfully, when he left, she was sorry to see him go. 
Later, when Charlotte was face to face with another customer's crotch, staring into the eye of a skinny and 


grotesquely crooked cock, she recalled the simple beauty and meatiness of Dave's proportional, blood-filled 


erection. 
She sighed. 


To be continued. 


Audience of One 


That tart Charlotte was such a first-rate cock sucker, it had been six weeks ago but the memory remained 
fresh in Dave's mind. He could close his eyes and still feel her expert tongue, licking and teasing all his most 
sensitive spots. And she was pretty too, with that blond-haired, high-cheekboned Scandinavian look he liked, so 


he decided to give the old girl some repeat business. 


Dave had no trouble getting girls, in fact, there were two fine specimens - sisters, actually, it was quite hot - 
fighting over him at the moment. But those girls came with so many annoying complications. And they couldn't 


suck dick like Charlotte. 


It seemed to Dave that his cock was hard more often than it wasn't, a steady ache that demanded nearly 
constant attention. When he was in the grip of one of these powerful urges it was almost like a fever. He felt 
woozy and mentally incapacitated. His hands were practically shaking with excitement already just counting out 
his ten quid and thinking about what he was going to get for it. Not enough for a shag, but maybe he could 


get two blowjobs, or maybe something else, something not on the "menu." 


As Dave approached the front door of the brothel, his heart lurched when he realized that he'd forgotten to 
call for an appointment. Not wanting to loiter too long on the doorstep, at risk of being seen by somebody he 
knew, he thought, ah, fuck if, and rang the bell anyway. If Charlotte wasn't available he'd take someone else - 
although in that case, he decided he'd only pay five quid, and save the other five for another time. 


"Is Charlotte here?" he shyly asked the middle-aged lady who let him in. 

"Who?" the lady shot back, a lecherous smirk on her red lips. 

Dave's heart sank again, in confusion this time. He was certain this was the same place he'd visited before.. 
‘lm pulling your leg, luvie," she admitted, looking him up and down. “Sure, Charlotte's here alright. No doubt 
she's been counting the minutes since your last visit. I'll go up and tell her she's got a customer.. indeed, a 
very tasty-looking customer," she said, muttering the last few words as she climbed the stairs. 

Dave was relieved yet impatient. During the brief time the madame was away on her errand, he noticed some 
admiring stares coming from the off-duty girls who were hanging around the front room. There were a few 
giggles as well, but he heard no unkindness in them. Although he was only eighteen, Dave knew a few things 
about female attention. 

Finally he was given the okay to go up to Charlotte's chamber. He could hear disco music and muffled grunting 


coming from other rooms as he walked down the narrow hallway, a pleasant tingly feeling spreading over the 


back of his neck. 


She was just as Dave had remembered, naked from the waist up, messy hair, her lips looking like they were 


dabbed with crushed raspberries. 


When Dave saw her perky nipples pointing right up at him, all his self-confidence returned, along with his 


customary smile. 
Awkwardly, they both said "Hello" at the same moment. 
| was hoping you'd come to see me again, sweetheart," Charlotte said. 


"You remembered me," Dave replied, more of a statement than a question Rather a lame thing to have said, 
he thought. But this wasn't a date, after all, so why should he have to be charming? Of course she'd been 
hoping he'd come back, this was a business after all 


"Of course. You're Dave, the guitarist," Charlotte said, taking a step closer to him and touching her finger to 
his chest. "And you didn't have an appointment today, Dave the guitarist, which was very naughty and 
unthinking of you." 


The earthy scent of her perfume, some kind of musk, reminded Dave's brain of past pleasure and instantly his 
cock was hard as nails. He put a hand over his crotch to check - oh yeah, it was like a glass bottle down the 
front of his jeans. 


Dave blinked and felt his impatience return. He wanted to grab her, bite her, push her down on her knees. This 
is what it must be like to be a rock star, he thought, and goosebumps rose on his skin as he glimpsed his 
destiny. Topless girls greeting him at the door, ready to perform services, no questions asked. His cock was 
already throbbing inside his jeans - it felt a lot like how it got after he'd been snogging a girl for a really long 
time - a little achy, a little oozy. 


"Well, now that you're here, what do you want to do with me?" Charlotte asked playfully. 


| want to see you naked," Dave blurted out. "| want to see your pussy and | want you to suck me off" Easy 


as ordering at a fast food restaurant. 

She nodded. "We can do that. It'll be ten quid. Come, lie down in bed with me." 

"Alright," Dave readily agreed. 

Instead of skimpy sexy knickers, she was wearing a pair of puffy white bloomers, loose fitting around her hips 
and gathered with pink ribbon at the tops of her thighs. To Dave they looked like a cross between a Ith- 
century diaper and something a toddler might wear as a bathing costume. 

She straddled him on the bed, stroking her hands up and down his thighs over his jeans, scratching with her 


nails on the way down and pressing into his muscles with her fingers on the way up, stopping just short of 
where the tip of his swollen cock was confined under the fabric. 


"Oh sweetie, you've got a nice big hard one in here," Charlotte said, using her palm to push the length of his 
zipper directly into his dick. 


"Ah, fuck," Dave groaned, struck by a real worry that he was about to pay good money to come in his pants. 
But | could do that at home, or on the Tube, for free, he thought, and tried to relax. 


Mercifully, she unzipped his jeans and helped him wriggle out of them. When Dave's hard cock bounced up 
against his tummy, a thin strand of clear precum followed, flipping up wetly and landing next to his bellybutton, 


| want to see you Too. Your pussy, come on, show me," he said, almost adding a passionate "..you whore," but 
thinking better of it. He inserted his hand into the gap between her thighs, lifting up until his palm bumped into 
the softness of Charlotte's pussy. He could feel the warmth of it radiating through her paper-thin knickers, 
and the hard little bump of her clit poking into his finger. 


"Ah, you're a step ahead of me, you dirty boy," she remarked as he rubbed her clit. "I bet you play the guitar 
fast, Too." 


"You're getting wet, | can feel it," Dave said with some amount of swagger in his voice. 
"And you're very cheeky," she teased. 


Sitting up a little bit, he reached out to curl his fingers into the waistband of her bloomers and started 
yanking them down 


"Alright, alright, be a good boy and don't tear them," she warned, helping him along by sliding the knickers down 
her legs and kicking them aside. "Happy?" 


This was a question rarely asked of Dave, the answer forever evident in his beautiful smile and in his pure 


blue eyes. 

Before he could get a good look at her nakedness, she leaned down, and he jumped when her warm mouth 
kissed the base of his cock. Then she took one of his balls into her mouth and began to suck on it gently. Dave 
had never experienced anything like this before. He grabbed two fistfuls of bedsheets, his body going rigid with 


pleasure. 


"Ohhh, that feels so good. Keep doing that," Dave begged. He could feel his toes curling involuntarily, and a 
sensation like something being pulled tight deep inside him. "Suck the other one too.." 


"Oh? Is that your favorite one?" She gave his neglected ball a moist suck. 


"Uhnnn," was all he could manage. 


"Well, this one tastes just as sweet as the other one did" 
"Oh fuck, oh fuck," he muttered as Charlotte continued to tongue his sensitive balls. 


This exquisite service had definitely not been on the menu, Dave thought with gratitude as he twitched and 
squirmed on the bed. The tingling spread from his balls up to the tip of his cock, and once again he was on the 
verge of coming. But it felt so incredibly good, he couldn't resist - he could barely speak He tried to imagine 


some unsexy distractions. Someone walking in. His boss. No. His mother. No. His grandmother. 
It was futile. 


"Fuck," Dave whimpered helplessly as he lost control, his cock immediately pumping out two huge wads of cum 
all over his stomach, then another, and another. He felt like his body was jerking all over the bed in some kind 


of fit, but he couldn't help it. 


"Look at all this spunk, you naughty boy. What a mess you've made," Charlotte said, pretending to scold him as 
his cock continued to push out a few smaller gushes of cum. "We're just going to have to clean you up, aren't 


we?" 

She bent down and started licking the cum off his belly, making soft slurping noises as she vacuumed it into 
her mouth. Slowly Charlotte worked her way up to his chest to collect the few drops that had flown that far, 
stopping to swirl the tip of her tongue around his nipples. When she started sucking and nibbling on them, a 
surge of pleasure seized him and his still-hard dick started to throb again 

"Oh, yeah, eat up all my spunk," Dave said quietly, somewhat in disbelief that she was actually doing it. 
Straddling his legs and continuing to bathe him with her tongue, she lowered her head to his belly button 
where a glob of cum had pooled. With a swift slurp she sealed her lips around the little hole and sucked out all 
the cum, her tongue poking in all the way to the bottom. Dave couldn't contain his giggling. 

"I think you missed a spot," he said wryly, pointing to a wet spot on his bunched-up t-shirt where a spurt of 
his cum had landed. She promptly stuffed it in her mouth and sucked on the cotton like it was a juicy piece of 
fruit. 


"All gone," Charlotte announced, licking her lips and noticing that his dick was still hard. “But it looks like you're 


ready to make more.." 
"Wait, remember, | want to see your pussy.” 
"You're a big boy," she chuckled. "You've seen plenty of pussy before, no?" 


"Yeah. But | haven't gotten a proper good look, in the daytime, you know." 


‘Okay, sweetie, have at it. Get a nice long eyeful" Charlotte sat back and bent her knees, opening her legs to 
him at a forty-five degree angle. 


Her trimmed blond pubic hair stopped right above her slit. The skin on either side of her pussy was shaved - 
it had some stubble and a few red bumps. Fascinated, Dave leaned in and inspected her pussy like a scientist 
looking at some important test results. His unflinching eyes went wide as he focused on the delicate curve of 


her pink pussy lips and the little nubbin peeking out near the top. 
"You like looking at my cunt, you dirty boy?" 


Dave nodded, eyeing the dainty pucker of her asshole and wondering how much it would cost to get in there. 
"Christ, it looks amazing, so beautiful," he marveled. 


Charlotte moved her hand between her legs and slid it down over her pussy, then used two fingers to stroke 
it on the way up, parting the lips slightly. 


For a moment Dave couldn't talk, the sight of her fingers playing with her pussy was simply the hottest thing 
he'd ever seen He'd never encountered a girl masturbating before, and now here was one doing it just for him. 


"Oh, yeah, touch yourself," he said softly, afraid of saying anything that might make her stop. 
Charlotte started moving her hand more urgently, rubbing her clit in a small circle and rolling her hips slightly 
as she did. Dave could see the wetness glistening along her pussy lips. He wanted to put his mouth on her, to 


lick a path from her asshole up to her clit, to rub his face in her juices. 


"Ahh, it feels so good," Charlotte moaned. "Do you want to watch me come? To watch my pussy as | come for 


you?" 

"Fuck yes, | want to see. Make yourself come." 

"Oh, sweetie, keep watching, it's so good." 

Now she was fucking herself with her fingers, pumping them in and out of her wet pussy as Dave kneeled on 
the bed and watched. Breathing hard with her head tipped back, her ass started to rise off the bed slightly as 
her orgasm got closer. 


"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yesss." She let out a long groan and her body tensed, her fingers working her clit. 


Fucking unbelievable, Dave thought, slightly delirious, his mouth agape. He had just seen something that most 
people don't get to see, something private. 


After his visit Dave was as excruciatingly horny as he had been beforehand. But he walked home with a 
bounce in his step, energized by his newfound knowledge. Some girls actually like having balls in their mouth, to 
lick and nibble them like dumplings. And they enjoy masturbating too - he had seen it all with his own eyes. 


Dave would've liked to write some great song lyrics over his discovery, but he was no poet. 


Striding along the sidewalk in the London drizzle, he pulled his jacket tighter around his middle and found the 
two fivers in the pocket. She hadn't asked for his money and he had forgotten to give it to her, that silly little 
whore - what was she up to, he wondered. Well, he'd just save up his money for next time - maybe by then 


he would have enough for a shag. 


To be continued. 


Hard Up 


The flavor of mint mouth rinse was a welcome replacement for the residual taste of bitter cum in Charlotte's 
mouth. Her previous customer had been a rather unsavory type, in both appearance and aroma. She was 
looking forward to finally being able to wash up and go home for the night when she heard a knock at the door. 
It was the madame, letting her know that she had another client waiting, if she wanted him. 


"Its that long-haired blond chap who's been here a few times, good-looking, face like a koala bear.." 


"I know, | know. Tell him I'll see him in ten minutes," Charlotte said quickly, but then pictured Dave growing 
bored and impatient, his fingers twiddling restlessly as he waited. "No, make it five." 


“Alright, but just a warning, he's completely plastered, probably stumbled over here straight from the pub. | 
almost told him to knob off, but then remembered you fancy him. If you want him, I'll send him up." 


Charlotte nodded. Intoxicated clients were against the rules, but she could handle it. She hoped at least that 
Dave wasn't drunk from trying to dull his sense of shame at being desperate enough to fuck a whore, or 


drowning his guilt over cheating on some pretty princess-like girlfriend. 

In a rapid whirl across the room, she made up the bed, flipped and fluffed the pillows, and brushed her hair. 
An alcoholic vapor wafted into her face when she opened the door, followed closely by Dave's laughing mouth. 
"Hiiiyaa.. Charlit," he slurred, practically falling through the doorway. "How are you tonight?" 

"You've got a lot of nerve showing up here without an appointment, again, and dead drunk too,” she kidded, 
swatting him in the arm with the back of her hand. Somewhere deep in her chest her heart was thumping 


frantically but she tried to keep her composure. 


Dave's smile didn't fade at this rebuke. "lm sorry. | was just out tonight, having a few pints with my mates, a 


few laughs, you know, and, ah." 
"Yes?" 


Dave's eyes opened wide until the entire diameter of his bright blue irises were visible. "I just felt the urge, 


you know?" 


"Well you did the right thing, sweetie, by coming to see me," Charlotte replied, considering the professional 
guideline to always make the client feel important. Clearly that wasn't necessary with Dave however. He didn't 
give a shit and already knew he was important, so she threw caution to the wind and asked what she really 


wanted to know. "I'm sure you've got birds lining up. None of your girlfriends wanted to help you out tonight?" 


"No, they did not," Dave said emphatically. "They were being right snobby twats tonight." 


You probably scared them all off acting lke a demented drunken arsehole, Charlotte thought. But she didn't mind. 


He was quite cute like this, actually. More talkative. His cheeks were flushed pink, his lisp even more noticeable. 


"D'ya feel that?" Dave asked as he pressed his bulge to her belly, first grinding it into her and then giving a 
deliberate thrust with his hips. Whatever quantity of whisky he'd consumed certainly hadn't negatively 


impacted his cock. "It's been like this for a while. Forever, really. It never goes away." 
"You poor creature." 
"| think | need some relief," he whined. 


Before Charlotte could respond, Dave started tearing off his clothes - his shoes and jacket first, then his t- 
shirt. "Fuck, its freezing in here!" he shouted, hurdled into the bed and pulled the blankets over his head, the 
mattress bouncing from his antics. "Charlotte, you'd better get under these covers too before you freeze to 


death out there." 


It wasn't particularly chilly in the room, but she humored him, lifting a corner of the blanket and crawling in 
beside him. The heat from Dave's body had already warmed the little space he'd created. In the darkness his 
hands patted and probed her everywhere, feeling around as if he'd lost something, It didn't take long for him to 


locate the warm cleft between her legs. 


"Mm, you're ready. Ready for me," Dave said as his middle finger slipped easily in and out of her pussy. "Oh. 
Fuck. You feel so hot and wet" 


Then Dave was kneeling over her, the blankets thrown off. His jeans were unzipped and falling down, revealing a 
pair of colorful, tight briefs. At first Charlotte saw only the red and white stripes, but when his jeans dropped 
lower she noticed an area of white stars against a field of blue. She tried to contain her giggles by focusing on 
the shape of his hard cock under the fabric, but a small squeak got out. 


"Laughing at my Yankee underpants, are you?" 


"No," she hastened to assure him. "I think they're well sexy, really. | just don't think I've ever seen you in 


underpants before." 


"Yeah. That's because | didn't have any. | read in a magazine that Jimi Hendrix never wore ‘em, so | binned all 
of mine straight away, too.. they were getting pretty trashed, anyway. But then, after going months and 
months without underpants, a mate told me that Jimi did actually wear underpants, amazing American flag 


underpants, so of course | had to get a pair for myself. They were not easy to find either, believe me." 


"You want to be a big rock star like Jimi Hendrix?" Charlotte asked, hoping the question hadn't sounded 
patronizing, because she hadn't meant it that way. She didn't know much about rock music, but she knew that 


Jimi Hendrix was important. 


"Well, of course, l'm trying to be. That's my dream, you know.’ Dave wedged his hand in between his jeans and 
underwear and started rubbing his cock. "Do you think my cock would look bigger if | wore a size tighter 
underpants?" 


"Oh, no, you don't want to give yourself a stomachache. And | bet your cock is even bigger than Jimi Hendrix's 
anyway," Charlotte laughed, watching with curiosity as Dave swayed slightly on his knees and palmed his cock, 
which was now protruding from above the elastic of his briefs. He was biting his lip, his eyes closed. About to 
pass out from drunkenness? she wondered. Or is he pretending he's Jimi Hendrix? 


Charlotte herself was good at pretending - as a captive audience to fake laugh at her customers: jokes, 
delivering insincere flattery, moans and "oh yeahs" at all the right moments. But with Dave it didn't seem 
necessary, or even appropriate. She did want to laugh in his face at the moment, however - not out of pity or 
contempt - but because he was adorable when he said "underpants," and because at a certain angle, the head 
of his cock looked like the sweetest upside-down pink heart she'd ever seen. 


"Do you want to fuck my tight little cunt?" she asked wickedly, spreading her legs and watching Dave's mouth 


curl into an even bigger smile. 


"Yeah," Dave sighed, his eyes flashing hungrily on her. "Fuck, your body looks perfect. It's like a diagram of a 
naked lady.” 


Charlotte braced herself, for the weight of Dave's drunken body to fall on her, and to be wildly stabbed at 

with his erection. But his approach was surprisingly deliberate. He settled his hips softly between her thighs 
and used his hand to push the head of his dick against her pussy until it started to slide in with a delectable 
slowness. As he eased in deeper, a tingle of electricity rushed through her. He whispered something inaudible 


next to her ear and she wondered if he might not be just a tiny wee bit in love with her. 
No, she thought, dont be a daft fool 
"Fuck it feels so good," he gasped. 


"Oh sweetie, your fat cock is making my pussy.. so.. wet” Charlotte hoped he didn't think she was a cheap slag 
for saying such things, but it was true. 


"Please don't talk like that. It's gonna make me come." 


The way Dave was moving, gently rocking his hips so that each small thrust rubbed her clit, was making her 
want to come too. Charlotte almost never came with clients, and here she was on the verge of a huge orgasm 
after barely a minute of slow fucking. A warm lock of his hair fell into her face and brushed its delicate 


fragrance against her parted lips. 


"Oh sweetie, fuck me harder, fuck me," Charlotte panted, squeezing her muscles around his cock and tilting her 
hips so that she could press harder against him. "Oh yeah, right there, keep going. Mmm, it's so good." 


Without warning, her bottom was lifted off the bed when Dave grabbed the backs of her knees and spread 
them wide, hoisting her up with a single yank. "Okay, if that's what you want," he called out and started 
pounding her harder, opening her legs wider, higher, and making her feet jiggle above his shoulders. 


When Charlotte felt Dave's thick cock stroking in and out of her pussy and his body slamming into her, the 
pleasure became almost unbearable. She squeezed him between her thighs so tightly that his rhythm faltered, 
throwing him off center until he grabbed her asscheeks, using the leverage to plunge his dick all the way in. He 
held it there, grinding into her, the roughness of his pubic hair rubbing against her swollen clit. This sent 
Charlotte over the edge and she convulsed, her insides pulsing around his cock as she let the feelings overtake 


her. 

"Oh god, oh god, yessss," she wailed. 

Right after he made her come, Dave's smile started to crumple. To Charlotte, his expression looked like 
someone trying to hold back a sneeze, his eyes tightly shut, mouth open in anticipation A few sweat-darkened 
strands of hair were stuck to his forehead. 

"Charlotte," he said urgently. 

"Yes?" 

"l'm gonna come." 

"Mmm, I'm ready, sweetie. But don't come inside, okay? You can come on my tits if you want." 

With a short grunt, Dave released his hands from her backside, letting her lower body crash to the bed. Even 
after his cock slipped out of her pussy, he continued reflexively to fuck, thrusting into his fist now. It only 
took two or three strokes before his hips jutted forward and a long, thick stream of white cum flew out from 


the tip of his cock. 


His blissful smile gradually resurfaced as he pumped his wet cock, splashing a total of eleven spurts of fresh 


cum across Charlotte's chest. 
"Oh, wow, my god," she marveled at the erotic beauty of it. 


Panting, Dave collapsed by her side, rolling sweaty and shirtless into the pillows as if he were in his own bed. 
Her eyes couldn't avoid staring as he raised his arms over his head and stretched his body like a cat basking 
in the sun. His nipples had tightened into two tiny pink nubs, both surrounded by an uneven circle of even tinier 


little bumps. She fought the urge to jab her fingers right into his hairy armpit. 


Charlotte decided then to bend another of her rules and allow him the luxury of falling asleep in her bed - if 
not for the entire night then at least for a quick nap. After all, he was a growing boy (wasn't he?), and needed 
his rest. 

But first, something had to be done about the quivering puddle of cum between her breasts. Charlotte reached 
toward the bedside Kleenex box, and when she turned back, Dave was already standing, pulling up his jeans and 


reaching into his pocket. 


“Thanks for the shag, mate," he said casually and flicked a tenner and a fiver into the air. They glided down to 
the bed with a papery flutter. 


"Anytime, sweetie." 
It was fun," Dave said, stifling a yawn. 
"I hope | see you again soon." Charlotte replied quietly and watched him walk out, wondering what it all meant. 


To be continued. 


Confused Everyday 


"So, why do you do this?" Dave asked. He was nude, sprawled across Charlotte's bed, watching her undress. ' 


mean, for a job." 


"Well, it's a bit like how it'll be once you become a rock star someday," she explained, stepping out of her 
knickers. "It's getting paid to do something | already enjoy." 


"Don't you have a proper boyfriend?" Dave further quizzed, a skeptical frown wrinkling his brow. 
She hesitated but then answered with a plain "Yes." 


"Really? Blimey. He doesn't mind all these.. doings?" he asked, gesturing first toward her now-familiar nakedness 
and then down to his own crotch where his left hand was absentmindedly pulling on his cock. 


"You're so full of questions today, sweetie." 


Dave shrugged but then a fascinating scenario occurred to him. "Ah. Maybe he enjoys it. He gets off on the 
idea of you shagging other blokes." 


Charlotte kneeled in between Dave's outstretched legs. Flipping back her hair, she slid her hands up to her 
breasts and started pinching her nipples in a pantomime of eroticism. "I go home after work and say to him, 
‘Oh, my darling, today | sucked off a very naughty boy, his name was Dave, and it was exceedingly splendid, he 
has such a perfect cock, and | just love to have it in my mouth and make him cum: And then we absolutely 


must make love because | get so hot telling him about you." 


"You never give me a straight answer," Dave snorted. "Although, you do a bloody good impersonation of 


yourself, and, uh, that was really hot as well.. if it's true." 

Dave considered making some quip about how, in comparison, his faithful and adoring girlfriend Maggie certainly 
would not enjoy hearing about his visits with dear Charlotte, no matter how sexy the details. But he felt it 
would be spiteful somehow, although he wasn't quite sure why. In his somewhat limited experience, he had 


come to realize that girls, no matter who they were, simply did not like to hear about other girls. 


"Well, now that you've made yourself all comfy cozy in my bed," Charlotte teased, "do you want me to suck 
your dick, or do you want to lie there playing with yourself for the next half hour..2" 


"Charlotte?" Dave interrupted. 
"Yes, sweetie?" 


"Tell me something you fantasize about." 


"Right now I'm fantasizing about sucking this lovely fat cock," she said, replacing his hand with hers and 


beginning a slow stroke up and down. 

"No, really. Please. Tell me?" 

"Alright," Charlotte agreed and settled in as if she were going to read him a bedtime story. "Well, sometimes | 
think about being in a very crowded and sweaty place.. like in a pub thats showing a football match on the 
telly, or on the Tube during rush hour. And I'm wearing a very short skirt, with no knickers." 

Dave smiled and nodded encouragingly. 

"A tall and very muscular man, whose face | can't see, presses himself into my backside. He's crushing my 
ribs. | can feel that he's got quite an impressive stiffy, but he doesn't say anything. | wiggle against him and he 
crushes into me even harder. Then he slowly pulls up my skirt and | feel my bare arse being exposed,’ 
Charlotte described as she maintained a gentle rhythmic stroke on Dave's cock. 

"And.. what then?" Dave asked, eager for more details. 


"He fingers me a little bit, gets me nice and wet." 


"And you can't get away even if you wanted to, because it's so crowded with people," Dave interjected, 


contributing his own analysis. "But you don't want to get away." 


"That's right. He's having his brutal way with me, plunging his massive cock inside me, pinning me against the 


bar, or the wall, or whatever it is. And nobody even notices." 

"Fuck, is that really the kind of thing birds think about?" Dave asked hopefully. The soft yet steady friction on 
his cock was becoming too much to withstand. Looking down at the motion of her hand he said, "Wank me 
faster." 

"Ready to come already, sweetie?" she asked, tightening her grip on his cock. 

"Yeah. It feels so good" 

"You like it when | rub it nice and fast?" 

"Yeah. It's gonna make me come," he said in between deep gasps. 


"Are you gonna spunk all over your tummy for me?" 


"Yeah, fuck," Dave whimpered. His hips were lifting off the bed, the back of his head pressing harder and 
harder into the mattress. The edge of her hand slapped against his balls on each downward stroke, jiggling 


them so fast it almost felt like a steady vibration "Oh fuck, don't stop." 
His body jolted and globs of white cum started to fly through the air as Charlotte fervently jerked his cock. 
Twisting and moaning in ecstasy, Dave felt her slow her stroke to pump in time with the spasms still rippling 


through him. 


The next thing Dave knew she was cleaning him up with a pair of black lace knickers, sweeping them across his 


stomach to sop up all the warm goo. Now this is service, he thought contentedly. 
His cock started to relax finally, softening and dwindling until a twinge of uneasiness melted the grin on his face. 
Only one or two other girls had ever been allowed to even get a sideways glimpse of Dave's soft dick before, 


and now here he was, naked and hideously shriveled in the lamplight. 


Before he could worry too much about it, Charlotte ducked down and started to nuzzle him again. Drawing his 
diminished length into her warm mouth, she licked and lapped at his soft cock. 


"What..2 Oh, fuck," Dave moaned. Even soft, it felt so good. 

"Do you want to tell me your fantasy now?" Charlotte asked. 

Dave took a moment to savor the sweet rush as his cock swelled inside her mouth. At the same time, he was 
inwardly ranking his sexual fantasies, from the most deviant and pathetic, to the tamer ones that were more 
mainstream, and therefore fit to reveal. Confessing the sick thoughts and habits that were the source of 
some of his most powerful orgasms would be unthinkable. 

"Um, two girls at once.." he began hesitantly. 

"Boring!" Charlotte exclaimed with a laugh. 

"Oh, ah, okay," Dave stammered. "| have others." 


"You're blushing," she noticed. "You look very sweet when you blush.” 


"Oh, thank you," Dave replied. "So, sometimes | think about this. I'm playing lead guitar in a big-time rock band, 


and we're on stage playing a sold-out show in a massive venue.” 
"Wait. This is supposed to be a sexual fantasy!" 


"It is, it is. | just haven't gotten to that bit yet," Dave said with a breathy chuckle. When he squirmed, subtly 


demanding more contact, Charlotte slid his hard cock back into her mouth. 


Trying to think of all the details he wished to convey, Dave looked dreamily at the ceiling, blinked a few times, 


and continued. "The drummer rips into an amazing drum solo, and the rest of us go offstage for a quick smoke 


whilst he does his thing. But as soon as | hand off my guitar to the roadie, | see that this really fit bird is 
waiting for me back there and drags me away. We find our way underneath the stage, right under where the 
drum kit is. It's dark under there and we're all alone. The drums are pounding and pounding so loudly, we can't 
even speak to each other because it's too loud to be heard. So without a word the girl just, kneels down and 


starts sucking my dick. | can't believe it, | mean, where did she come from?" 


It was at this point in Dave's narrative when the speed of Charlotte's movements increased. The insistent 
pressure of her tongue and lips on his cock made him talk a bit faster. "I'm fucking her throat, pushing in 
really deep, and I'm sweaty as fuck but she loves it. Her spit is spilling out all over the floor, but we try to 
not get any on my clothes, right, because | have to return to the stage soon. And the drum solo is still raging 
on above our heads! But we have to hurry because it won't last much longer. It's such a sexy situation, and 
she's sucking my dick so good that | blow my load straight away. She swallows every last drop. By the time 
I've zipped back up, she's gone." 


Dave was so full of lust now that he couldn't stop. "There's more." 

"Describe it," Charlotte murmured and sucked his dick back into her mouth. 

"After the gig, me and my bandmates are showering backstage and there's just beautiful birds everywhere. 
Even in the showers. We don't have to lift a finger to soap ourselves because the girls are doing it for us. I've 
got girls washing me, shampooing my hair, and | can see other naked girls washing my bandmates too. So many 
shiny wet naked girls. And it makes me so hard," Dave pondered, getting lost in the bliss of the blowjob and in 
his own words. 

"How many birds d'ya have washing you?" Charlotte lifted her head to ask 

"Eight. | count each one." 

"Hah! | don't think you've got enough body parts for each of em." 

"But | do. There's one washing my hair and my neck, behind my ears, one each taking a leg and arm, one 
soaping up my chest.. that's four already. Then one is practically flat on the floor washing my feet, the poor 
girl is almost face down in suds. I've got one washing in between my fingers, very carefully too, oh, that one 
tickles. And of course the best one is washing my cock, with her mouth as well as her hands," Dave explained 


with a little smile. 


"Ah, | bet all the girls fought each other beforehand for that position But that's only seven. Where's number 
eight?" 


Dave laughed softly. "Oh, well, what did | leave out? Um, something that gets very sweaty during a gig." 


"Ah, | see," Charlotte inferred, catching his hint. "She's washing your cute little pink arsehole. You dirty boy." 


He nodded. 
"Would you like me to do that for you now, sweetie?” 


Dave went beet red, his eyelashes fluttering with uncertainty. "Um, | don't know. Have you done it for other 
blokes?" 


"Sure. Some of ‘em really get off on it" 


Dave was succumbing to curiosity, his legs opening slightly without him even realizing it. Charlotte wet the tip 


of her middle finger with saliva and reached down between Dave's legs, beneath his balls. 

He sucked in a sharp breath when he felt her wet finger tickling his asshole. The small circling movement of 
her slippery fingertip shot tingles of pleasure through his entire body. It was so intense that an involuntary 
moan escaped his lips. 

"You like how this feels, don't you, you naughty boy?" 

"Yeah. Oh, god" 

It felt so terribly good, Dave was groaning out loud and biting down on his lip. Taking a rough hold of his own 
cock, he tugged at himself with uneven strokes, flipping his thumb back and forth over the head and twisting 
his hand around the shaft. 

"Charlotte?" he gasped. 

"Yes, sweetie?" 

"Can | come on your face?" 

"Yes, if you'd like to." 

This was another fantasy of Dave's; a favorite one. He would sometimes jerk off into a magazine, pressing the 
head of his cock against the glossy coolness of the paper before splattering his cum across a full-page photo 
of a lady's face and pretending she was real. 

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come again" 

"You have to sit up, sweetie, if you want to aim it on my face." 

Dave sprang up into a sitting position and quickly realized he'd have to kneel in order to have any chance of 


hitting his target. Scrambling onto his knees, he pointed his dick in the direction of Charlotte's willing face. Even 
in his frenzy of stroking, he could vividly foresee the impressive whiplash she was about to suffer from the 


sheer impact of his cum. 


Keeping his eyes wide open, Dave held his breath and unloaded the first stream. It leapt into the air and flew 
clear over her left shoulder. The second shot landed in her hair. He did manage to get a small string of cum 
onto her chin but the rest of it fell down onto the bed, with one tiny blob catching the tip of her nipple on its 


way down. 

After the final tremors of pleasure subsided, Dave felt a slight bitterness about the result of his efforts. As 
someone who had rarely been denied anything - unlimited lollipops tucked into his drooling mouth as a child, 
enthusiastic praise and "I love you"s - Dave was unaccustomed to defeat. Couldn't Charlotte have cooperated a 


little more and better positioned herself in the path of his cum..? 


‘Oh, Dave, my sweet baby, it just takes a little bit of practice. Next time, I'm sure you'll get it all over my 
face," she said sympathetically. 


‘My sweet baby"? She's never called me that before, Dave thought with a slight qualm. He didn't entirely like 
the suggestion that he was an object of her affection. What would her boyfriend think? Dave wondered, suddenly 
doubting that she even had a boyfriend. 

Charlotte spoke again. "So, is your band playing anywhere this weekend?" 

"Um, yeah, actually.." Dave began but trailed off, uncomfortable. Fuck, would she try to kiss him goodbye next, 
or insist that he call her later to let her know he got home safely? He certainly didn't want her showing up at 
his gig on Saturday night. His girlfriend would be there, and all his friends, maybe even his mum and dad. 


"Oh. You still have ten minutes left," Charlotte noted as he rose from the bed and started stepping into his 
jeans. "Wouldn't you like to do something else?" 


"No, | think I'd better get home. You know, I've gotta get up early for work." 
"You're sure, sweetie? You don't want one more quickie?” 

"No," Dave swore with a polite smile. "lm quite satisfied” 

Temporarily. 


To be continued. 


Love to Love to Love You 


Author's Notes: 

| had trouble finishing this, what with the holidays, Ficmas, and just having my usual inability to wrap up a 
multi-chapter story. Sort of a mixture of not wanting to end it, and also coming to grips with the fact that 
its not everything | wanted it to be. Serves me right for not making an outline first. 2 


Charlotte squinched her eyes downward as far as they would go, but the plump roundness of Dave's lightly 
fuzzed balls remained just out of sight. Never saggy, the two oval spheres were firmly enclosed in their pink 
sack, and when he got closer to coming, like he was now, they would tighten even further until they practically 


receded into his body entirely. 


Dave's naked body was suspended over her like a plank, braced on his hands as he fucked her mouth. All 
Charlotte could see at the moment was his bellybutton, approaching and then receding in quickening jerks as he 


thrust into her face. 
"Oh yeah, suck my dick," Dave muttered shakily from somewhere above her head. 


She reached around from behind his parted legs and gave his elusive balls a gentle stroke up the seam that 
ran between them, making sure to let her fingertip brush deliberately past his bared asshole on the way. 


"Ah!" Dave exclaimed. His cock jutted down into the back of her throat, making her gag. "Oh, fuck, Charlotte," 
Dave said between deep breaths. "This must be the meaning of life, don't you think? It feels so.. fucking.. good” 


Digging her tongue into the sensitive underside of his cock, Charlotte listened to his grunts of enjoyment and 
tried to breathe through her nose to keep from gagging again. Each time he plunged downward, she inhaled the 
rich scent of his sweat. A fresh, almost clean smell, but lusciously dirty too - it was so intoxicating it made 
her head swim. Aching with desire for him, she reached her hand down between her own legs and pressed her 


fingers into her irresistibly wet pussy. It provided only light relief. 


"| don't think | can hold myself up like this much longer," Dave confessed, his outstretched arms starting to 


tremble from exertion. "Should | stand up maybe?" 
"Sure, sweetie." 


With a few gentle but purposeful pushes and pulls, Charlotte repositioned Dave until he was standing on the 
floor between her legs, his hard dick looking her square in the face with its winking, watery eye. Oh, how she 
delighted in personifying his many body parts! But, she thought, the slit in the tip of his cock actually looked 


more like a tiny sideways mouth, drooling and smiling at her. 


"Charlotte?" Dave asked, likewise smiling. 
"Yes?" 


"I know | haven't paid for anything extra today," he mused, his eyelashes fluttering as he looked up at the 


ceiling, "and l'm out of money, but.” 
"What's on your mind, sweetie?" 
"Well, it's my birthday," he announced auspiciously. 


"Oh, sweetie, that's wonderful,” Charlotte replied, her heart thumping with joy. He could've been prancing around 
some festive balloon-filled party, gobbling down snow-white birthday cake and receiving a hearty three cheers 
from his many friends. But no, he had come to see her instead. 


"Since | was born so close to Christmas, | always get shorted on presents," Dave chuckled. 


Charlotte smiled and tilted her head in understanding. "You poor thing." Funny, she thought. Dave didn't /ook like 
a Yuletide baby. With his glimmering Caribbean-blue eyes and cheerful face, she had assumed he'd been born 


during a summer month. Or not born at all - a Martian baby sent down from the heavens. 


Could almost six months really have elapsed since the warm sunshiny day when Dave had first visited her? 
Enough time for his formerly skimpy triangular patch of chest hair to have thickened and expanded 


impressively in all directions. 


Charlotte felt like there were things she wanted to say to him, but she didn't know how, and she wasn't even 


sure what those things were. 
“Alright, to be honest, my birthday isn't until tomorrow," Dave clarified. "The twenty-third of December.” 


Of course. He would never visit a whorehouse on his actual birthday - that day was reserved for his family 


and friends, maybe even a girlfriend. This was merely a warmup, an amusing diversion to kill time. 


With an undiminished lust in her heart, Charlotte curled her hand around his cock and started to wank him 
slowly, using two fingers to slide his foreskin back and forth over the head. "Well, | think the birthday boy 


deserves a prezzie, even though he's been very, very naughty.. and it's a day early." 
Dave broke into a mischievous grin. "Um, | think | know what | want." 


"| think | know, as well" Charlotte guessed he might want to tie her to the bed posts, open her legs wide and 
devour her pussy with his soft young lips and agile tongue until she screamed in ecstasy. Or maybe he'd want 
to spank her. Certainly, she thought, she deserved to sparked, for behaving like such a sentimental twat over a 


customer. 


‘Can | fuck you from behind? You know, bend you over?" Dave asked. "Please?" 


The moment he uttered the request Charlotte saw a fresh drop of clear precum ooze eagerly from the tip of 
his rock-hard cock. She was poised to lick it off, but his greedy hands were already on her hips, trying to 
swivel her around like a side of beef on a meat hook. Money had no bearing on her willingness to let him have 
whatever he desired. He wasn't like the others. He was, as she referred to him to her coworkers, her "special 


little punter" - her Dave the Guitarist. 

"Get up here," she instructed, waving him onto the bed and angling her backside toward him. The mattress 
wobbled slightly as he scooted closer to her. Fully exposed and ready for him, heated blood pulsed through her 
veins as she waited for him to touch her again. In a single beat, his hands were back on her hips, pawing and 
Squeezing. 

"Oh, fuck, this is so fucking hot. Your arse looks so good. And your pussy.." Dave's strong thumbs dug into her 
flesh and spread her apart. The hot velvety tip of his hard cock smeared a trail of precum down the crease 


of her ass. "Ohhhh, god." 


"Don't put it in my arse, sweetie," Charlotte warned, arching her back to give him a better view. "We'd need to 


do something quite different to get ready for that." 
"| won't, | promise," he said distractedly. 


"You like looking at it too, don't you, you naughty boy? Looking up close at my pussy. See how wet it is for 


you" 

"Uh-huh. Fuck, you're so wet, it's dripping out a bit. It looks sooo hott” 

"Are you gonna think about it later, when you're alone? Think about my dripping pussy and stroke your cock?" 
"Fuck, | don't know, yeah, probably," he said honestly. "Oh fuck, this is making me really horny." 


A burst of pleasure coursed through her body when his hand slipped between her legs. Kneading her wet 
pussy with the surface of his palm, he pushed his middle finger forward to flick at her clit. 


‘Oh, sweetie, that feels so good," she panted. "Fuck, yes, stroke my pussy then put your cock inside." 


The pressure of his fingers was replaced by the blunt hardness of his cock, rubbing up and down along her 
silky wet slit, the swollen head slowly edging in, teasing her but then slipping back out. 


"Ohhh, fuck, Charlotte, | shouldn't have let you suck my cock for so long," Dave said through clenched teeth. "| 


feel like I'm gonna come as soon as | stick it in" 


"That's okay, sweetie, | just want to feel your fat cock inside me," she said encouragingly, amused at how 


excitable he was. 


"Oh, god, oh, god, oh, fuck," he chanted, tapping his cock again around the entrance to her pussy. "This is so 
hot. My girlfriend never lets me do it like this.” 


And with that, Dave finally jabbed his dick deep into her pussy in one solid shot. Charlotte wasn't sure if it was 
the impact of his animalistic thrust or the sound of his lust-thickened voice as he confirmed the existence of 


a prim and proper girlfriend, but she felt a sharp twinge inside her abdomen. She whimpered. 


"Ohhh. Feels.. so good," Dave moaned, pumping slowly into her. His hand caressed her back and made its way 
into her hair, gathering up the soft blond strands in a tight fist. As the tension in his body increased, his 
fingers clenched and twisted until the roots of her hair were pulled almost painfully taut. "Is it okay if | pull 
your hair?" he asked belatedly. 


Something else his girlfriend wouldn't let him do, no doubt. "Yeah, pull it, pull it hard," Charlotte urged. 


"Uhhh, fuck, I'm sorry, | can't take any more," Dave grunted deliriously, thrusting his hips and yanking on her 
hair. "Shit. I'm gonna come.." 


"Don't forget to pull out first," Charlotte warned, out of habit. 
"Oh god, | wanna come inside, it feels so good," Dave growled. 


"But you can't, sweetie," she reminded him. The angle of her body was giving his cock access to the deepest 
part of her pussy. One last sharp thrust and his pelvis slammed into her asscheeks with a fleshy smack. 


There was an abrupt absence as his cock left her body and his hand left her hair in the same instant. She 
looked over her shoulder to see him hunched over, totally uninhibited and stroking his very hard cock with his 


eyes shut tight. 


"Uhhhhnnn," he moaned. He tipped his head back as the muscles in his stomach tensed and a ribbon of white 
cum spewed from the tip of his cock. It seemed suspended in midair as Charlotte spun around to let it fall onto 
her front side. His hand continued to pump, an infallible up-and-down blur over the pinkness of his cock, coaxing 


out at least ten more spurts of spunk that splashed across her belly. 


"Oh, god," Dave declared contentedly once he was finished. He was breathing hard, looking down at the product 
of his pleasure with dazed yet satisfied half-closed eyes. 


An enticing thought popped into Charlotte's mind. "Do you ever taste your own cum?" she asked, swirling her 
finger through the pool of warm sticky goo he'd deposited. 


"Ugh, no way," he said, a look of revulsion contorting his face. 


"| don't believe you." 

Dave shrugged. "Believe what you want." 

Her fanciful idea had been to order him to lick up his own mess from her cum-splattered stomach and then 
give him a good-natured scolding for being such a nasty, dirty boy - the sort of teasing she had used with 


success in the past. But his rebuke had made her feel ineffectual and timid. 


Charlotte expected him to spring out of bed and make a hasty departure, like he usually did after such a big 
orgasm, but instead he just leaned back against the headboard, humming quietly to himself. 


More words that she'd regret later were about to leave her mouth. "So, how often do you shag your 
girlfriend?" Charlotte inquired, squeegeeing up his mess with the edge of her hand and flicking it into a nearby 
cum towel. 

Dave looked like he had just taken a bite out of a stale biscuit. "As often as | can," he replied vaguely. 


Men could be such secretive creatures, even the sweet ones, she thought. 


Maybe he'd like to talk about something less vulgar. "How's your band doing?" she asked tenderly, stretching 


out next to him and leaning on her elbow - close enough to smell his deliciously salty man-sweat again. 


Its awright," Dave sighed. "It's not really a ‘band! More like a bunch of blokes who've got nothing to do with 


each other." 
"Ah, | didn't know," she said sympathetically. "You lads were gonna be like Jimi Hendrix soon, weren't you?" 
"Huh," Dave snorted. "They don't even really like Hendrix. I'm just sticking around for the experience.’ 


"You mean shaggin' all the groupies," Charlotte teased, poking his naked thigh with her finger. Blimey, she 


thought, cursing herself. Cant / have a normal conversation without blurting out something indecent? 


"No, not that," Dave said with a subtle shake of his head. Then his face brightened slightly. "We're actually 


recording a few tracks next week. In a real recording studio." 

Impressed, Charlotte gazed at him, contemplating the uniquely beautiful face that she was convinced would 
someday be known by millions. She saw in her mind a perfect picture of herself on his arm at a loud and 
glamorous rockstar party, her hair shinier and blonder than any of the other girls‘, her high heels taller. 


"That's so exciting, sweetie!" 


"Yeah, but its not really the kind of music | want to be playing," Dave admitted. 


"What's wrong with it?" Charlotte asked. 
"Is too slow. It just.. sounds really rubbish." 


She believed he was oversimplifying it, as if he were having chitchat with some nodding, impartial acquaintance. 


Not a girlfriend - absolutely not that - not even a friend. 


"Anyway," Dave continued, "l'm still auditioning for other bands on the side. And I've been given another shift at 


work, so | can afford to move into a nicer flat" 

He worked as a motor mechanic a few days a week, a fact she'd uncovered the first time he came to see her 
with black grease caked under his fingernails and around his knuckles. Those capable, dirty fingers that had 
mauled her so tenderly. 


"What about your flatmate.. Paul, wasn't it?" she asked, her voice sounding somehow faraway. 


"Paul is gonna have to piss off by January |," Dave said with one of his cute throaty chuckles. "Our lease is up, 


so l'm moving to a new place in Clapham with my girlfriend." 


"Oh, that's nice," Charlotte said, finding herself suddenly and shamefully altogether incapable of feeling happy 


for him. 

If Dave was going to be living with a girl, he probably wouldn't need a whore's services as often - at least 
slightly less often - but even if the girlfriend failed to drain his balls often enough (very likely), her constant 
presence would leave him fewer opportunities to get away for some side action And Clapham - blimey, that 


was thirty minutes away, without traffic. 


Charlotte was beginning to wish she had a double shot of whiskey when Dave finally started getting up to 


leave. What they had, whatever it was, could never exist outside of this room, she realized 


"I have to be somewhere at eight o'clock," he said, perched on the edge of the bed like a brave boy on a 


carnival ride waiting for it to stop spinning so that he could jump off and return to his mummy. 


Can | lick you clean before you go? Charlotte thought wildly, but didn't say out loud. Musht let on to whoever 
gets a taste of your dick later that its just given a whore a proper seeing to. 


"You'd better adjust your jeans," she suggested instead, pointing to the zipper that he'd failed to pull up all the 


way. "You don't want your girlfriend to get suspicious." 
Dave gave her a perfunctory thumbs-up. "Cheers." 


"Have a very happy birthday tomorrow, sweetie." Tomorrow, and all future birthdays. "And Happy Christmas." 


"Thanks. Same to you. And thanks for all the, ah, discounts you've let me have,’ Dave added with the same shy 
smile that had greeted her six months ago. "And for all the freebies." 


She certainly couldn't say he wasn't a grateful lad. 
"You're welcome,” Charlotte replied in an awkward croak, realizing that after all this, he still didnt know her 
real name. He had asked her once, and she'd refused to tell him. No point in divulging it now, she figured. "The 


pleasure was all mine." 


"You weren't terribly bored, then?" Dave chortled. He was fully dressed now, standing near the door, his right 
hand starting to wiggle and draw toward the doorknob. 


"God, no," Charlotte sighed. "It was fun, sweetie. Ever so much fun" 


The End 


